journey. Down the quay Frossia grew oblivious of her own herculean
task; her shoulders throbbed, her hands ached, and her feet moved
because she meant them to. Had he fallen by the way, she would have
carried him on her back.

All the time she must talk to prevent him from speaking. Words
sapped him, and stay silent he would not. So she must talk swiftly,
incessantly. She described the tiny flat left to her as a legacy, she flung
a wealth of detail into her narrative, mentioning the dusty photographs
and the heliotrope curtains. She said they would have an iron stove for
the winter. She thought there was enough fuel in the flat. She mentioned
the kindly, if gruff, chairman of Domkom. 'Other tenants might be put
in, but that is not very important. The house is strongly built, the walls
are thick for privacy, and the doors close properly, and you shall have
the drawing-room all to yourself.'

And so they came to Moshkov Lane.
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